HEROPE.                                 105
Polyphonies.
Know'st thou then aught, that thus thou sound'st the alarm ?
Thy crime ! that were enough to make one fear.
Polyphonies. My deed is of old date, and long atoned.
Merope. Atoned this very day, perhaps, it is.
Polyphonies. My final victory proves the Gods appeased.
Merope. 0 victor, victor, trip not at the goal!
Polyphonies. Hatred and passionate envy blind thine eyes.
Merope, 0 Heaven-abandon'd wretch, that envies thee!